RALPH    RASHLEIGH

after a few years,, was transferred to New England to manage
a sheep farm which Captain Marby had purchased and
stocked.

The sufferings which he had endured as a result of his
crimes had long since destroyed his weak tendencies towards
evil-doing, and he lived long enough to establish for himself
. a reputation as a man of scrupulous integrity in whom every
one who knew him put utter trust. He died at a com-
paratively early age, in 1844, at the hands of the aborigines.

The squatters near Beardy Plains had long been troubled
by the depredations of a tribe of hostile aborigines,, and
Rashleigh happened to be visiting a friend in that district
when a messenger came with the news that the shepherd
had been killed and the flock driven off by the blacks.
Rashleigh and his friend at once mounted their horses and
galloped off in pursuit. They came upon the camp of the
marauders towards sunset, and saw the sheep penned in a
rough stockyard made of boughs. The blacks made off at
once on the appearance of the two horsemen, who immedi-
ately started with the flock towards home, They were
passing a dense thicket when native war-yells startled them,
and, before they could act, a great volley of spears were
flung at them, and Rashleigh fell pierced by seven of them.
As he toppled from his horse, he called to his friend to fly
and save his life. His companion galloped off to the nearest
station for help, but when the rescue party arrived Ralph
Rashleigh was dead, his body having been terribly butchered
by the bloodthirsty aborigines,

His body lies in a grave on the peaceful banks of the
Barwen.
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